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To bear me out of the eye of battle, nor
Put space of flight between me and my love,
More than I think on this wave's edge that foams
To leave our chance unship wrecked, or forsake
My more imperial Antony.

BothwelL                         Would that now

We stood less near their hazard \ on our part
I fear to see the lines already melt
If we hold longer off, and this firm front
Unfix itself and with no stroke dissolve
As snows in summer : half my folk by this
For thirst are fallen upon the wine-casks there
We brought from Seyton ; and for those that stand,
We have not half their hearts upon our side
Whose hands are armed to uphold it    I must fight
With whom they choose, and take upon my hand
The day with all its issue : if our cause
Be set upon the general cast of fight,
It is but lost    Let messengers be sent
To know of the enemy if his challenge hold
Which I stand armed to answer; but no Scot
Shall bear the message and betray our need:
Two Frenchmen of your guard shall cross, and bring
Their fighter's name back that my sword must know
And we twain meet and end it in fair field
Between these ranks ; and for my single part,
I am glad the chance should hang but on my hand
And my sole stroke determine the dim war
That flags yet in the dark and doubt of fate
Till mine arm fix it fast, and in God's sight
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